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1 HE Author thinks it necessary to observe, that 
the following Lines were composed in consequence 
of an engagement with an intimate Acquaintance, 
who 18 a considerable proficient in Drawing, that 
each party should stete something in his Own 
Way, and, on the first of every Month, exchange 


their productions, for the mutual amusement of 


both Families. 


To HIM, therefore, in whom. the Lines origi- 
nated, they are inscribed, by his most respectful 
and obliged Friend. 


FW. C. 
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DESCRIPTIVE REVIEW. 


JANUARY, 


YRS 


(Comn but my humble genius aſpire, 

To catch one ſpark of Tromso's ſacred fire; 

And paint in ſtrains of poetry ſerene, 

The leaſt perſpective of his changeful ſcene; 

Spring's infant bloſſoms, Summer's ſcorching rays, 
Autumn's ripe fruits, and Winter's ſnow-clad days, 
Then might theſe anxious efforts hope to ſend 

A monthly tribute worthy of a Friend. 

But, ah! I feel within a fearful void, 

A certain ſomething there ſtill unemploy'd, | 
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Without which Genius, like the glow-worm's ſpark, 
Sheds her pellucid luſtre in the dark; a 
But on the dawn of learning's brilliant da 
Becomes eclips d, and gently fades away. 

Hail EpucArioN! Wiſdom's fertile ſource ! 

How ſhall I traverſe out thy devious courſe? 


— 


To thee my nightly oriſons I I ſing, © 


And ſnatch one feather from thy eagle wing. 


But like a youth with airy ſhadows caught, 


Venture beyond, my depth and fink in thought; 


But riſe my mule, Aonian virgins bright, 

Let fancy ſoar beyond its uſual flight ; 

Let ſcenes of nature be my ſubject ſtill 
Friendſhip demands the taſk —inſpires the quill. 


With many a drenching ſtorm and tempeſt drear, 
Lo! January uſhers in the year; 
The noiſy cataract ſwells with ſnowy froth, 
As the rude boreas bellows from the north; 
Preſage of Winter's vaſt congealing pow'r, 
With gentle preſſure falls the flaky ſhow'r, 


*Till hill and dale the white-rob'd ſcenes adorn, 


And clothe in bridal veſt the new year's morn. 
POLL j The 
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The icicles impend from cottage eaves, 


And ſharp encruſted ſnow, inſtead of leaves, 
Weighs down the knotty timbers' ſpreading bough, 
And fetters to the ground the uſeleſs plough. 
Heedleſs of care the wanton ſchool-boy glows, 
And tracks in varying ſteps the pathleſs ſnows; 
Through the keen air the ſpotleſs ſnow-ball flies, 
In diff rent forms the frozen pillars riſe ; 
Now rolls the gathering handful down the hill, 
And now ſwift gliding o'er the gloſſy rill; 
He feels not winter's penetrating breath, 
He fears not danger on the verge of death, 
Till more and more o'erburthen'd (in a trice) 
The vent'rous boy's ingulf'd beneath the ice. 

Urg'd by neceſlity, the timid hare 
Quits her ſnug form and finds the treach'rous ſnare; 
Some, bolder grown, within the garden ſteal, 
And cautious ſnatch their vegetable meal. 


The congregating birds, by hunger preſt, 
For food and ſhelter make their winter's queſt ; 
To ſmall incloſures ſome in covies fly, 
Some more domeſtic in the barn-yard he; 
"RY | But 


4 
But daring Robin, more familar ſtill, 
Taps at your window with his flender bill, 


Implores your charity in geſtures ſtrong, 
And pays your kindneſs with a Chriſtmas ſong. 


The woolly tribe, by hunger's inſtinct led, 
To where the moſs-grown ant hill rears its head, 
Paw from its ſhelving ſides the drifted ſnow, 

And crop the bladed graſs that ſprings below; 

Or pick the curling i ivy from the trees, | 
As to their ſides the ſleety ſhowers freeze. 
Save when the lonely ewe brings forth her kind, 
In ſome warm corner ſhelter d from the wind; 
The ruſtic, watchful of his new-year's lamb, 

To the warm rick-yard drives the bleating dam ; 
Where, as they gambol in their ſnug retreat, 
His grateful heart with honeſt raptures beat. 


Now through Carmarthen's finely pictured vale 
Drives the rough ftorm, and keener blows the, gale; 
Pent by the Britifh Alps, whoſe ſummits rear 
Their . peaks high or the vallies drear; 

Where 


5 


Where the ſhagg'd goat aſcends the dang'rous ſteep, 
And the *rock-ouzels o'er their ſurface ſweep ; 
Where the vaſt map unfolds a diſtant clime, 

And from the glowing Eaft day ſoars ſublime. 

The Iſle of Man, and Wicklow's tow'ring hills, 
Woods, mountains, rocks, and froſt-impriſon'd rills, 
Break at one view upon the wide- ſtretch'd fight, 
And faſcinate the boſom with delight. 


But here let wandering fancy reſt awhile, 
Within the limits of our ſea-gitt ifle; 
Nature diſplays, in this domeſtic ſphete, 
Enough to picture times revolving year, 
Though half its bearties are etnboſs'd in — 
And vegetation lies in embryo; 
Though navigation's lock'd in ice's chain, 
And checks the buſy ſcene of great Mark-lane ; 
Ihe zeph'rous winds will ſoon their fhips unmoor, 
And Commerce's golden pinions ſpread once more, 


* An inhabitant alſo of the Italian Alps, called in Switzerland Berg- 
 amze), or Mountain Blackbird. 
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ns, from the north inclement Boreas blows, 
And cliff on cliff ariſe the drifted ſnows, 


Its blaſt the weary paſſengers aſſail, EP 


Blockade the road, and ſtop the fleeting mail. 
Commerce yet hovers round with lingering wing, 
And gleams impatient on the tardy ſpring ; 

The bleak horizon ting'd with purple hue, 
Congeals in hoary froſt the evening dew ; 

As countleſs luminaries o'er the {ky, 

Trim their pale lamps and twinkle to the eye; 
And through that vaſt immeaſurable ſpace, 

The ſilver moon begins her evening race; 
Around her horns the wide encircled ring, 
Portends a change (as ancient ſhepherds ſing); 
Quick o'er the vale the raw condenſing miſts 
Blunt the keen air and gelid froſts reſiſts; 
Sudden from eaſt north-eaſt the piercing blaſt 
Shifts to the weſt, and weſt by ſouth at laſt; 
The zeph'rous murmur ſwells into a breeze, 
And ſtrips the icy plumage from the trees; 


; Tranſlucid 
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Tranſlucid ice-drops trickle from the cot, 

Where pale-fac'd melancholy marks the ſpot: 

In whoſe mud walls bright day-light ſcarcely ſhines, 
Through Winter's tedious months the widow pines, 
In all thoſe ills that poverty beſtows, 

Scarce on the hearth the cheerleſs ember glows; 
Whilſt through each crevice of the ſhatter'd door, 
With murmurs hoarſe the beating tempeſts roar; © 
Louder, and louder ſtill, the whirlwinds rage, 
Pierce the weak heart, appals declining age; 

Till worn-out nature quits this nether ſphere, 

A ſad, ſad victim, to the rigid year. 


Now brooks and rivers ſwoln with recent rains, 
Break o'er the mounds and inundate the plains ; 
The maſſy ſheets of ice indignant ride, 

Cruſhing obſtructions down the rapid tide, | 
Till milder rays arreſt their pond'rous force, 
And time diſſolve them to their parent ſource. 


Though winter lurks beneath yon northern hedge, 
The cheerful wood-lark gives her early pledge 


Of infant Spring's exhilirating rays, 


And to her Maker chaunts the note of praiſe. 
| Soon 


8 
Soon as in Piſces ſhines the tepid ſun, 
And wider o'er the ſky his circles run, 
The ſportſman ceaſes with his gun to rove, 
(Save when the woodcock fluſhes in the grove) 
And the lorn partridge, that eſcap'd his fate, 
Plumes up his creſt and ſeeks another mate. 
Attach'd by inſtinct to her native place, 
The raven, foremoſt of our feather'd race, 
Lays the foundation of her wicker neſt 
On ſome tall oak that ſoars above the reſt; 
And o'er her new-laid eggs maternal brood, 
Heedleſs of bluſtring winds or uſual food. 


n — 


Lo! winter ſhrinks, as milder ſuns ſucceed, 
O' er the brown rugged heath or barren mead, 
And various ſymptoms of returning ſpring, 
Pierce the thaw'd ground, and through the coppice ring. 
The thruſh and chaffinch, with melodious notes, 
Perch on the leafleſs ſpray and ſwell their throats ; 
And rous'd to action by the mid-day's ſun, 

The inſect tribe their circling courſes run. 
Where pale primroſes, ſhelter'd from the cold, 
juſt here and there their tender leaves unfold; 


And 


\ 
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And on the margins of the warm parterre 
Snow-drops and full-blown crocuſes appear. 
Though Flora ftill within her walls confin'd, 
Shrinks at the ruſtling of the north-eaſt wind; 
Nor ventures far for any length of time, 
Except on borders of a warmer clime, 
Uncheck'd by hollow winds, or froſts ſevere, 


Where ſmiling ſummer blooms throughout the year. 


Again. the farmer, rous'd to vernal care, 
Elate with hope reviews the ruſted ſhare; 
Slow to his hand the rugged fallows yield, 
Whilſt ridge by ridge he turns the ſtubbled field; 
Or preparation makes for peas and beans, 
As o' er the long- neglected plough he leans; 
With ſnail-like pace the yoke-gall'd cattle drag, 
The new- laid coulter cuts the knitted flag; 
Soon the rough breaſt ſhines with the grating ſoil, 
And Ceres diſtant viſions ſoothe his toil, 


C MARCH. 
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MARCH. 


Mach enters with a mild benignant ray, 
Diſpels the miſt, and cheers the face of day, 
The genial ſun gay butterflies revives, 

And lures the bees to venture from their hives. 
Spent by the recent blaſts, ſtern Boreas ſleeps, 
As from his ſedgy ſcreen Priapus peeps; 
But ſoon the reſtleſs winds to northward veer, 5 
And check the bloſſoms. of the doubtful year— 
As a fierce tyger, routed by the hounds, 5 
At firſt intimidated ſcours the grounds, 

But, as he nearer to the coppice draws, 
Whets his keen tuſks, and ſtretch his guy jaws, 
With pace reluctant to the thicket goes, 

Looks back and grins upon his daring foes: . 

As Spring appears at firſt ſo Winter flees, 

Nor dares to combat with the weſtern breeze. 
The budding trees proclaim their ſtores of fruit, 
And rich expanding nature joins purſuit. 

Far to the north the routed foe recedes, 

Nor baneful froſt advancing Spring impedes; 


11 


Till urg'd by Boreas to renew the fight, 


He howls and bellows through the ſtormy night; 


His noxious breath the trembling Spring diſarms, 
And blaſts the beauties of her infant charms. 


But ſoon the ſeaſon ſettles more ſerene, 
And new-plough'd fallows variegate the ſcene; 
The farmer's yard with cackling poultry rings, 
The ſtock-dove coos—the mellow throſtle ſings; 
The croaking frogs ſwarm over ponds and brooks, 
And the old manor-houſe reſounds with rooks, 


Whoſe conſtant bickerings and knaviſh life 
| Diſplay an emblem of domeſtic ftrife ; 


All ſeem to imitate the buſtling town, 

What's rear'd to-day, to-morrow levels down; 
With fell impunity their neighbours cheat, 
And on their ruins build themſelves a ſeat. 


Again the youth the rapid woodcock fluſh, 
As with the fieldfair and the red-wing'd thruſh, 
And other birds, that migrate for a time, 

To ſhun the rigours of a northern clime, 
Returning ſeek a leſs frequented place, 
To lay their eggs and rear their callow race, 


C 2 


In 
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In Sweden, Norway, or ſome arctic ſhore, 
Where eager ſportſmen leſs their haunts explore.—— 
Soon as the op'ning Spring begins to ſmile, . 
The wide-wing'd gennet ſeeks her fav'rite iſle, 

| Spreading with eggs the inſulated rock, 
Round which the noiſy hoards in myriads flock, 
“Infinite wings! till all the plume dark“ ſky 
And rude refounding ſhore is one wild cry; 
And as the ſun's declining rays diffuſe, 
As evening cloſes with refreſhing dews, 

© The torpid bats from gloomy manſions creep, 
And their nocturnal courſe in circles ſweep ; 
The moping owl too ſeeks his evening prey, 
And ſhuns, like Vice, the clearer face of day. 


Lo! now the new-yean'd lamb, yon ſhepherd's pride, 
* Tott'ring with weakneſs by its mother's fide,” 
Heedleſs along the winding path-way reels, 
Fach thwarting furrow trips his infant heels; 
Whilſt the keen kite, high circling in the ſky, 
Its victim views with penetrating eye; 
With hunger gaunt he pounces on his prey, 
And in his talons bears the lamb away. 


+ 22558 —ů Brac d 
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Brac'd by the virtues of a vernal ſun, 

The ſtronger twins beſide their mothers run, 

With ſportive glee their bleating dams aſſail, 
Each bounds his head and ſhakes his fleecy tail, 
Alternate at the half-hll'd udder plucks, 

And down the life-inſpiring nectar ſucks. 


But now the bitter equinoctial gale 
Impedes the budding of the ſhelter'd vale; 
Retreating Winter, like a ſturdy foe, 


Contends each doubtful footſtep blow for blow, 


In vain for food the lowing heifer ſtrays, 
The conic hailftone on the pathway plays; 
Scarce ſprouts the turnip with its yellow green, 
And empty rick-yards cloſe the rigid ſcene. 


APRIL. 
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8 rigours brood i in vonder form, 
And gay Vertumnus' finer tins deform; | 

The daiſy from the dappled mead is fled, 

The dark blue violet droops her fragrant head; 
Young vegetation ſeems by froſt confin'd, 

And nature ſhudders at the north-eaſt wind. 

In vain the ſhepherd ſhields with anxious care 
The mournful mother and her bleating pair; 
No fields of blooming turnips greet his eye, 
No herbage ſprings, no luſcious crops of rye; 
All theſe fair proſpects are by froſt deſtroy'd, 
And Spring preſents a melancholy void. 
Extend the ſcene to yonder buſy town, 

Alike they feel the fickle ſeaſon's frown, 


The drifting tempeſt bellows through the ſtreet, 


Borne on by ſinging hail or ſtormy fleet, 
On the keen air they turn with ſick'ning gaze, 
Without the means* to raiſe the ſocial blaze; 


Few but will recollect the ſcarcity of coals at this period. 


The 


r 
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The long-protracted Winter drains the ſtore, - 
And a] the welcome collier r from our ſhore: 


The 5680 wind . ſtill the wroſpeR cr 
And ſtorms of fleet are chang'd to drenching ſhow'rs; 
The land-drain pours, the uſeful plough ſtands ſtill, 
Loud ſweeps the current down the ſwelling rill, 
Till gath' ring as it rolls with murmurs harſh, 

It burſts the river's bed and floods the marſh. 


Still tardy. Spring bl i ſluggiſh pace 
Scarce the warm ſun- ſhine cheers the downy race, 
That paddle o'er the pool in ſearch of food, 

Each ſtately dam conveys her infant . brood; 
Now ſhields her neſtlings from the piercing ſtorm, 
And acts the mother in her tend reſt form. 


At firſt ſwift during o'er the daiſied plain, 


The twitt'ring ſwallow viſits us again; 


But ſoon their numbers fix the wav'ring Spring, 


In the warm ſun they ſkim on eaſy wing, 


Till eve approach, they ſeek a place of reſt, 

And in the cottage chimney build their neſt. 

But who can paint the melody that floats 

Through the pied grove, in various ſounding notes; 


Aurora 
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Aurora opens with the ſkylark's ſong, 
Whoſe notes are clear, and ſoaring pinions ſtrong, 
The muſic ſtrengthens with the ſtrength'ning day, 
Till in full chorus on the © half:-robed” ſpray, 
The tuneful choirs the length'ning day beguile, 
With notes of love that bid creation fmile. 
And when at clofing day the long- ſtretch d ſhade 
Falls in dark angles croſs the op'ning glade, 

The nightingale loud carrols through the grove, 
Sacred to melody and rural love! 

But ſcarce the bird of eve has perch'd the ſpray, 
Before that welcome harbinger of May, 

The cuckoo, with his never-varying ſong, 
Welcomes gay Flora and her vernal throng ; 

And ere the foliage tinge the hawthorn green, 

The jetty ſloe leads forth the bloſſom'd ſcene ; 
Next, ſhelter d by a wall, (in fancy's reach) 

The luſcious apricot and ruddy peach, 

The fragrant neC'rine too, the juicy plumb, 

And may-duke cherry, in their order come. 


Now the tir'd ſchool-boy ſearches every buſh, 
With eager hope the tinud bird to fluſh, | 
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The infant leaves ſcarce ſcreen the moſs-wrought neſt, 


Slowly he ſteps with palpitating breaſt; 


No twig eſcapes his Jerutinizing eyes, 

Elate with joy he ſeise the ſpeckled prize; 

In vain the bird her wonted neſt explores, 

And in fad ſtrains her recent loſs deplores ; 

High on the white-waſh'd balk the eggs are ſtrung, 
Or in a cage confin'd the halt-fledg'd young. 


Well can I picture too in mem'ry's eye 
Thoſe days of rural innocence gone by ! 
When my big boſom at the noon-tide hour 
Throb'd at the ſpringing of a vernal flow'r; 
When tip-toe by the hawthorn hedge 1 ſtray'd, 
Or in wild gambols o'er the village play'd; 
Bleſt retroſpection! of my childiſh years, 
Still your wild flights maturer reaſon cheers, 
But ah! to trace thy devious ſteps is van, 
Youth's ſpring, once bloſſom'd, never blows again. 


D MAY. 
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Slow breaks the foliage on the May-day morn, 
And ſlowly vegetates the new ſown 8 
Winter reluctant yields his gelid power, 

And latent froſts ſtill check the tender flower 
As a firm hero, on the verge of death, 

Graſps each pulſation of expiring breath, 

Each moment weakened with exceſlive pains, 

He feels life ebbing ſlowly through his veins, 
With one convulſive ſtruggle dares the foe, 

But breathleſs ſinks beneath the death · dealt blow ;— 
So feel we now, in eaſtern winds ſevere, _ 


The laſt fad ſtruggles of departing year. 


The half-ftary'd ewe prowls o'er the barren plain, 
The hungry heifer lows for food in vain, Eb. 
Turns from the rickleſs yard with downcaſt head, 
And wanders o'er the fields unſtall'd, unfed, 
Till from the weſt congenial breezes riſe, 
Pregnant with balmy ſhow'rs and milder ſkies. 


A gain | 
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Again the animated warblers ſing, 

And all at once break forth the cheerful ſpring. 
Welcome ſweet parent of poetic hours, 

Maids twine your garlands cull'd from old May flow'rs; 
Round the fantaſtic pole together throng, 

And in wild cadence chaunt the feſtive ſong ; 

Whilſt the gay ſhepherd from his labours freed, 


Keeps holiday, and tunes his oaten reed. 


Now the full foliag'd bebe bounds the ſcene, 
In nature's charms its many tinted green; 
Here ſwells the juicy crab, and by its fide, 
The blooming hawthorn in her ſilver pride; 
There the deep curling ivy breaks the view, 
And here the fragrant briar of lighter hue, 
The rough-ribb'd nut, the honey-ſuckle brown, 
Contraſt their ſhades, and ſmiling nature crown. 
Freſh ſprings the verdure o'er the dappled plain, 
Foſter d by brighter ſuns and gentle rain; 


All wears the garb of Spring, ſave yon tall wood, 
That many a penetrating ſtorm withſtood ; 
There the majeſtic oak ſcarce deigns to ſmile, 
Lord of the wood, and guardian of our Iſle! 
Slow through its trunk the vital current ſprings, 
The ſounding axe loud through the coppice rings; 
D 2 Chip 
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Chip whizzing yields to chip, he reels at laſt, * 
And falls, with horrid craſh, the firſt rude blaſt; 
Soon as his giant length is {tretch'd along, 

The buſy peelers round his body throng, 

The rough bark ſtripping from his rugged fide, 
And from his trunk the maſſy boughs divide— _ 
Though thus arreſted in his budding charms, 

And victim like diveſted of his arms, 
Though to the beach the drug his carcaſe bear, 
Where haggard ſaws his heart in piecemeal tear, 

Yet, phoenix like, he proudly ſoars again, 
Britannia's bulwark ! guardian of the main! 

Looks round in triumph, and bids Commerce ſmile, 
From the rough Texel to the flowing Nile. * 


Now fades the primroſe on yon moſly bed, 
And pendant cowſlips richer odours ſhed, 
Their modeſt beauties waving in the wind, 
Attract the notice of the youthful mind, 
O'er the rich paſture roves the bluſhing boy, 
His infant boſom palpitates with joy, | 
He plucks the blooming flow'r with heart-felt glee, 
To preſs for ſallad, or imbrue for tea. 


Beſide 
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Beſide the dew-damp path at duſky night, 
The ſhining worm emits her ſparkling light— 
With modeſt Venus vies the brilliant tar, 
And lures her hero if he wanders far. 

But ere Aurora morning's blinds unfold, 

Or the horizon ſtreaks with radiant gold; 


Whilſt yet the ſtars their twinkling luſtre caſt, 
She ſhuts her filver lamp, and all is paſt. 


And now each thicket that contains a 1. 
Hid from the ſchool-boy s penetrating queſt, 


O'erflows with chirping young, whole int reſts ſhare 
The ſole attention of the tuneful pair; 


Till fully fledg'd from buſh to buſh they rove, 
By eaſy ſtages ſkirt their native grove; . 
When ſtrong of wing, a longer ſtage they try, 
Then cater for themſelves and off they fly. 
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As yet the wayward ſeaſon” 8 chilling breeze 
Checks the ſwoln bloſſoms of the leafleſs trees, 
The blooming thorns their ſcanty fragrance ſhed, 
And deep-ting'd elder ſcarce unfolds her head, 
Till from the tepid ſouth ſucceeding ſhow'rs 
Tempt the gay. nymph. to ſport her faireſt flow rs, 
Bid the young role its bluſhing charms expand, 
And the pale lilly tewpt the ſpoiter's hand; 

The fertile orchards rich with bloſſoms ow 
White as the hoary froſt or alpine ſnow, 

The daſied meads their yellow garments wear, 


And all creation ſmiles, a 82Y parterre. 


The cheerful ſhepherd now with artleſs theme, 
Pens his meek flock along the limpid ſtream, 
On either ſide the ſturdy ruſtics ſtand, 

To guide the panting wether from the land, 


One rears his dripping face above the tide, 
The other preſſes oft his fleecy ſide, 
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From head to tail the grating ſilth expunge 
Then deep again the bleating victim plunge; 
From ſide to ſide they lave his fleece once more, 
And guard him ſtagg'ring to the welcome ſhore. 
Soon as the ſun the humid wool has dried, 

The buſy ſhearers, ſeated ſide by ſide, 

By the rough horn the ſtruggling wether ſeize, 
And {trip his ſweating coat with dext'rous eaſe; 
Whilſt on the ſpot the blithſome damſel ſtands, 
To fold the new-ſhorn coat with careful hands ; 
Colle&s with induſtry each ſcatter'd piece, 
And neatly folds them in the inner fleece. 


And now the buſy bee its honey gleans, 


From blooming clover or more fragrant beans; 
From tube to tube th' induſtrious inſect hies, 


Then ſeeks his well-known hive with loaded thighs ; 


Reſigns to other's care his golden ſtore, 
And with the op'ning morning roves for more. 


Ere yet the diſtant village hum we hear, 
Break indiſtinctly on the liſt ning ear; 
Or tow'rs the ſmoak from many a cottage hearth, 
The contemplative angler ſeeks his patn 


Along 
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Along the verge of ſome meand'ring brook, 
Fathoms its depth, and baits his barbed hook, 
To lure the finny prey, he frequent tries, 
With baits of paſte-or artificial flies ; 

But all are vain, except the angler's hand, 
With cautious Kill, the n prize command, 
And with exact agility define Haut: 
The fav'ring moment when to jerk the line 
If roach or gudgeon, in a deep {low rill, 

At the firſt nibble ſtrike the dodging quill; 
If they are perch; or tench, ar keen-eyed trout, 
A moment longer let them ſport about; 

But ſhould you angle the voracious pike, 

Still greater patience uſe before you ſtrike. — 
Bleſt recreation for a penſive hour! 

Oft let me feel thy tranquilizing pow. T; 

The love-lorn ſtripling, on the turfed brow, 
Reclines his ear and views the ſtreamlets flow, 
Entranc'd awhile in hope s illuſive dream, 5 
And heaves his breaſt reſponſive to the ſtream, 


Each morn and eve purſues his lonely plan, 


And ſhuns the more-frequented paths. of man. _ 


The ſhaded hedge : a thorn entangled grove, 
Each day their rural ſcenery improve; 


The 
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The fragrant briar unfolds her modeſt roſe, 

And the ſweet woodbines' ſimple flo w'rs diſcloſe; 
The tufted vetch, the purple nightſhade too, 
Twine round each thorn, and variegate the view. 
The diſtant landſcape, waves with dark green corn, 
And the graſshopper chirps acroſs the lawn; 

But ah! the tuneful choirs their warblings ceaſe, 
As Summer's animating ſcenes increaſe ; 

No more the ſounding wood or ſhade-girt rows, 
At morn and eve with melody o'erflows; 

No voice is heard, fave chirping now and then, 
The yellow hammer and the creſted wren; 

Or here and there perchance a ſtraggler's throat 
Throbs for a moment with its feeble note; 
Penſive and mute they perch the thick-leav'd thorn, 
With all their melody of love withdrawn, 
But hark! the early riſing mower calls, 
Beneath his ſcythe the blooming layer falls; 
The farmer's anxious ſeaſon is at hand, 

To reap the produce of his fertile land— 
Ryegraſs and trefoil lead the buſy way, 
Next fields of luſcious clover, ſcented hay, 
The odoriferous harveſt haſtens faſt, 


With upland lawns, and verdant meadows laſt. 


E TULY 


r > SD Oo 


"gs 


J FL 


Pancho by the ſultry ſun, the thirſty earth 
Gapes in wide chaſms *croſs the arid path; 
Now the gray cuckoo's hollow note is fled, 

And vegetation droops her languid head : 

But ſtill the whetting ſcythe, at early dawn, 


(Whilſt yet the dew-drop gliſtens on the thorn) 


Is heard reſounding through the graſly dale, 


Borne on the pinions of the morning gale ; 


Behind, in ruſtic innocence, the laſs 


Moves ſlowly back, and ſtrews the welting graſs, 
Which, ſcatter'd to the noon-tide's ſcorching heats, 
Exhales at cloſing eve its balmy fweets. 
The grateful farmer now his meads reviews, 

And ere the morning ſun-beams ſips the dews, 


Marſhals his little tribe, © in form'd array,” 


To toil with ſweating brow the ſultry day ; 


Some ſtrew the new-mown ſwathe, ſome wield the rake, 


Whilſt ſtronger youths the luſty hay-cocks ſhake, 
Turning their dew-moiſt bottoms to the air; 
Others the long and fragrant ridge prepare 


Againſt 


N 
N 
? 
F 
5 
& 


' 


27 


Againſt approaching eve, or ſtorms that brood, 
To rear the haſty cock or ruſſet load 

But when with heaps the fertile vallies ſwell, 
The farmer's weather-boding ſears diſpel, 


Loud ſounds the braided thong, but louder ſtill 


The jolting waggon rattles down the hill, 
Reeling the well-bound loads majeſtic ride, 
The thoughtleſs peaſant whiſtling by their ſide, 
The ſcented pyramid its ſummit rears, 

And all combin'd his anxious boſom cheers. 


Rous'd by meridian Sol's refulgent ray, 
The inſect legions uſher into day, 
Myriads on myriads quit their winter holds, 
Buz round the frighten'd herds, or teaze the folds, 
Or to the dairy or the larder ſteal, 
Diſgorge their taint, and ſnatch their haſty meal ; 
Where nurs'd by heat, in foul corruption bred, 
The crawling tribe in countleſs numbers ſpread, 
Voracious feaſting on the new-made cheeſe, 
Or drill their paſſage to the bone with eaſe. 


The lowing oxen and the ſnorting ſteed, 
O'ercome with heat, neglect the luſcious feed, 
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Seek the ſequeſter'd ſhade. or gurgling pool, 
To laſh the flies and ſun-burnt- bodies cool; 


All nature fickens with meridian heat, 
And even man ſelects a cool retreat. 

Is it for thee alone, ambitious ſoul +: 
The various fruits appear as ſeaſons roll; 
The ſcarlet ſtrawberry bluſhing on its bed, 


The pendant ſtrings of currants white and red; 


The grateful plumb, the cooling cherry too, 
And od'rous raſpberry, tempting to the view; 
For thee alone delicious juices waſte, 

To cool thy parching lip, or pleaſe thy taſte? 
On either {ide ſpontaneous bounties flow; 

Let meditation then with placid brow _ 
Survey each branch of nature's: ſpreading tree, 


Who ſheds her choiceſt gifts, O man! for thee. 


Now to and fro the varying currents riſe, 


And curdled clouds itretch croſs the azure ſkies ; 


In the horizon's verge condenfing ſhow's 
Raiſe their black ſummits like gigantic tow'rs; 
Nearer and nearer draws the ſable cloud, 


And peals of awful thunder rumble loud ; 


The 
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The vivid lightning croſs the eloud extends. 
And all at once the copious ſhow'r deſcends. 


Now bloſſoms many an umbelliferous flower, ., 
And the pale jellamine decks the ſhaded bower ; 
By the clear river blooms the meadow ſweet, 
And modeſt muſhrooms ſpring beneath our feet. 
Cool'd by repeated rains, the ſun-burnt hill 
Wears a new face, but more refreſhing ſtill 
The verdant proſpect of the lowland mead, 

That yields the grazing ox freſh ſtores of feed; 
The beans and peas approaching lice defy, 
And the young — braves the Gang row fly. 


e yon wide-ſtretch'd cloud, in narrow ſpace, 
The ſetting ſun juſt beams his ev'ning face, 
Acroſs the fields his magnifying ray 
Darts its huge ſhade, and bodes a finer day, 
The denſe dark clouds of wat'ry burthens freed, 
Serene and lighter atmoſpheres ſucceed. 


Again the ſun reſumes his torrid heat, 

Again the fly-gall'd cattle ſeek retreat 

In the cool ford, where oft the fearful boy, 

Firſt ſtep by ſtep the limpid ſtream enjoy; EP 
Ti 
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Till bolder grown the deeper water braves, 
And floats and wantons on the turgid waves; 

Dives from the precipice, devoid of fear, 
Then buoys again and ſhakes his dripping hair. 
But ah! too oft does fad example urge 

The daring ftripling from the river's verge; 

On ftrings of ſwelling cork at firſt he rides, 

Or on inflated bladders ſmoothly glides; 

Suſpended as a child on leading ſtrings, vort 21 
Or as a neſtling ſtrives on buoyant ene 510% 3101 

Eager he ſtruggles for the diſtant larid, lei 370 

And drops his foot to ſound the grating "OM 

But ſtill the bottom lies beyond his reach! - 

Alarm'd, again he ſtruggles for the beach; 

Impel'd by fear he ſtrikes with giddy pace, 

The daſhing water laves his writhing face; 

The bounding bladder with the force unties, 

He eddies round, and for protection cries; 

The ſtifling water pours—alas! tis vain, 
He ſinks, and riſes inks, and floats again; 

Turns one convulſive ſtruggle to the ſhore, 

Then quickly fmks again—to riſe no more. 


AUGUST 
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Cans reluctant fills her golden horn, 

And ruſlet ears yet wave with half-grown corn; 

Thick clouded atmoſphere the ſun obſcures, 

The milky Mrnel with flow pace matures ; 

Repeated ſhowers ſwell the rippled pool, 

Refreſh the earth, and keep its ſurface cool. 

But ah! how melancholy glooms the day, 

To thoſe whoſe meadows teem with unrick'd hay, 

The weather-beaten ſwathe with rain embrown'd, 

No longer ſheds its grateful odours round; 

Day after day ſucceeds, th' impetuous rain 

Drenches the mead and batters down the grain— 

By furious whirlwinds toſt, the apples now 

Fall prematurely from the nodding bough ; 

The landſcapes loſe their animated form, 

And the big harveſt lingers on the ſtorm— 

The hurricane fair Flora ſoon alarms, 

The rich parterre is robb'd of half its charms; _ 
Her 
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Her annuals run to ſeed and quickly die, 
And few indeed that gaudy race ſupplj; 
Save on yon wild uncultivated hill, 

That juts majeſtic o'er the purling rill, 


Where the dull aſſes round the furze buſh wi 15 


And ſheep unnumber' d nibble Oer its top; 
Bloſſoms in all its pride the purple ling, 


Like a gay garden in the midſt of ſpring, | Ain + = 
There verdant harts-tongue, and the curling brake, OR 


Where oft in ambuſh, baſks the harmleſs ſnake; 5 


With health their bold pinated leaves expand, "oſs Ig 


Though ſcarce a vegetable grace the land. 
About this buſy ſeaſon of the year | i 
The ſwifts, or loyg-wing' od ſwallows diſappear ; ; 
Acroſs the Channel, where with eaſe they gain 


On fleeting wings the tepid ſhores of Spain; 
Vet on * inſtinct urg d the feather'd hoſt 
Skim the rough ſtraits, to Afric's torrid coaſt, 


Nou cawing, rooks repro: to 7990, at Nele 

And o'er the 2 —— — 

The wriggling tadpole leaps a perfect frog. 

At laſt the dropping ſeaſon breaks away 
Home grinds the loaded wain with ſcentleſs hay, 
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The burni ſh'd ſickles every hand employ, 
And yellow harveſt reels with “ tipſy joy.” 


All gracious heav'n! thy threat'ning clouds ſuſpend, 
And one ſhort month of genial ſunſhine ſend, 
To houſe the anxious farmer's grateful ſtore, 
And cloſe the fcanty harveſt of the poor; 
Mature the luſcious wall-fruits, and enforce 
The backward ſeaſon to its uſual courſe. 
Ere the bright. ſun-beams tinge the mountain's brow, 
The joyous ruſtics marſhall'd in a row, 
Stretch *croſs the yellow glebe and whiſtling blythe, 
Tune their wild notes to the reſponſive ſcythe; 
Beneath whoſe ſharpen'd edge the ruſtling grain 
Forms the long ſwathe athwart the furrow'd plain; 
But when the dew-damp morning brightens fair, 
The zealous lords their bounteous meals prepare, 
Profuſely ſpread on nature's verdant board, 
Beneath an oak, whoſe wide-ſtretch'd arms afford 
A rnich-wrought canopy to ſcreen the breeze 
That ſhakes the foliage of the neighb'ring trees; 
The haſty breakfaſt oer the bottle drain'd, 
With alt their ruſtic merriment regain'd, 
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They bind the full -ear'd ſheaf, or raiſe the ſhock, 
Nor heed the noon-tide ſun or village clock; 

Still on they toil, nor from their labours yield, 
Till ev'ning twilight drives them from the field. 


But ſoon the low'ring concave duſk and dun 
Spreads a thick veil and ſhrouds the rip'ning ſun, 
Leaving no ſpeck or ſtreak of azure ſky, 
Through which to faintly glance his wat'ry eye; 
All wears alike the ſame protracting form, = 
The gentle gales increaſe into a ſtorm, 

To northward ſhift—the buſy ſcene retard, 


And but few corn-ricks grace the farmer's yard. 


SEPTEMBER, 
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SEPTEMBER. 
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| Hax ye that gun loud echo from afar ? 
The firſt dread ſignal of approaching war, 
Againſt that inoffenſive feather'd race, 
Which man and dog alike delight to trace. 
Hark! hark again! the death-deſigning blow 
With dire exploſion lays the victim low; 
The fportzve war commenc'd—whillſt yet the fog 
Stretches its vapours croſs the unwholeſome bog; 
The warrior ſallies forth in frock bedight, 
Whoſe ample pockets ſhroud the game from fight; 
Buſkin'd and buckled tight in thick-ſoled ſhoes, 
To brave September's penetrating dews; 
The leather ſhot-bag o'er his ſhoulder ſlung, 
And ready papers on his button ſtrung; 
With whip and whiſtle, flints, and powder flaſk, 
Still on he toils nor heeds the tedious taſk ; 
The well-taught pointer hunts each field with care, 
Snuffing with eagerneſs the tainted air. 
Sudden he ſtops— 

FT 2 Then 
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Then flowly creeping, on his game intent, 
Shifting to windward for a ſtronger ſcent; 
At laſt firm rooted on three legs he ſtands, 
Watching the motions of his maſter's hands; 
The feather'd game in all directions fly, 

The ſportſman marks his bird with ſtedfaſt eye, 
The whizzing charge impels its death-like force, 
He foars aloft—but falls a lifeleſs corſe. 

The broken covies top the quickthorn fence, 
A facred barrier gainſt a man of fenfe, 
When yet in golden pride the full-car'd corn, 
In ſeaſons, like the prefent, waves unſhorn; 
But ſome there are (though few we hope to find) 
Who more to murder than to ſport inchn'd, 


Break down the fences, eroſs the corn-helds run, 


With three fine dogs and double-barrell'd gun ! 
Infatuated, dead to ſenſe and ſhame, 


And blind to honour, bay they but the game; 
But when the covies jug at cloſing day, 
The lurking poacher liſtens to his prey, 

Marks well the ſtubble where the old birds call, 
And waits impatient for his midnight haul : 
When all is huſt'd, with ſtalking-horſe in hand, 
Like a dark thief, he fteals acroſs the land, 
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His dreadful engines of deſtruction ſet, 

He drives whole covies in his deep-meſh'd net; 
Or o'er the barren fields his drag-net tries, 
To catch the frighten'd birds where'er they riſe, 


But now, the influence of a genial day 
Inſpires the farmer's boſom with a ray 
Of latent hope, to houſe his yellow grainy 
Before 'tis damag'd by autumnal rain; 
No ſooner through the miſt the bright-eyed morn 
Obliquely peeps, and dries the dew-waſh'd thorn ; 
Than to the field the rattling waggon flies, 
And the whole village in commotion riſe ; 
Quick from the pitcher whirls the wither'd ſhock, 
As round each load the little gleaners flock ; 
Juſtling each other from the waggon's ſide, 
To ſnatch the falling corn with jealous pride; 
The mother yet in wider circles try, 
But frequent turns aſkance a parent's eye, 
Whilſt far aloof half bent with aged care, 
The grandam picks the ſolitary ear 
Cloſe preſſing ſheaf on ſheaf, alternate round, 


Quick tow'rs the circling wheat-ſtack from the ge 


The reſt within the barn's capacious bays, 

Secured from autumn's fickle ſeaſon, lays. 

No ſooner is the buſy ſeaſon o'er, 

Than the proud owner reckons up his ſtore, 
Exulting ſees his barns and rick-yards fill'd 

With the vaſt produce of a farm well tilld— 
The beef and pudding on the table ſmoke, 

The ſupper o'er, ſucceeds the ruſtic joke; 

The flowing cann goes round—the harveſt ſong 
And tiply homewards reel the happy throng. 


But ah! too ſoon the weather-glaſs again, 
With concave ſilver indicates more rain; 
The ſhell-leſs ſnails at verge of ev'ning crawl, 
And the dew trickles from the dank green wall; 
On drives the furious equinoctial blaſt, 

And ſets the lagging rear of harveſt faſt ; 

* The brilliant meteors flaſh athwart the ſky, 
Whilſt dark dejection marks the farmer's eye. 


Nov 


The author alludes to a conſiderable meteor he ſaw on the evening of 
the 22d. V . hs 
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Now from the Shetland Iſles the num'rous hoſt 
Of herrings furniſh all the northern coaſt 
With food and labour for the neighb'ring poor, 
Uſed to the blowing fail and daſhing oar; 
Some ſhift the canvas, others guard the line, 
Some braid the nets, and ſome the cordage twine ; 
Whilſt ſome the ſalt and drying-houſe command, 


And head the barrels for a diſtant land. 


OCTOBER. 
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Rovsn by the influence of the. bright-beam'd morn, 
Again the farmer: dries the daxk- ſtain d corn; 
Through thick-ſet briars the eager ſportſmen rove, 
To fluſh the rich-plum'd pheaſant from the grove; 
But ſoon the clouds acroſs the duſky vale 
Spread their broad boſoms to the ruſtling gale; 
Keen lightnings flaſh, the hurricanes increaſe, 


And new-rais'd hopes of etofing harveſt ceaſe; 
Till white-robed froſk diſſolves to ſparkling dew, 
And tints autumnal tntereept the view. 

The aſh and elm to fine ting'd lemon fade, 

The ſcollop'd maple yields its orange ſhade, 
Each tree and buſh its varying hues arrange, 
And the wan aſpin trembles at the change; 

The ſpreading oaks at autumn's ſeaſon frown, 
And fade from ſooty green to ruſſet brown; 


But hardier yet the rugged horn-beam laſt, 


2 0 
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to its ſtem, and weathers winter's blaſt. : 
Now 
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Now preſſing cloſe on ling ring harveſt's rear, 
The buſy ſeed time crowns the waning year; 
O'er new-plough'd fields the village children darm 
Inur'd by nature to the ruthleſs ſtorm, 
And drop with careful hands the freſh-lim'd grain, 
Kernel by kernel on the dibbled plain; 
Ox, ſlowly ſtalking on with meaſur'd ſtride, 
The ſeedſman ſtrews his ample handfuls wide; 
Whilſt the rough harrows break the ſtubborn ſoil, 
The ſurface ſmooth, ang ela autumnal toil. 


But keen Invention ever on che wing, 


From whence new Patents, and projections ſpring, 
Stretches her pinions Oer this favor d land, 

Joins arts and agriculture hand in hand. 

No longer local habit bears controul, 

O' er the drill harrow or the rough-rib'd roll ; 

Or party prejudice denies the {kill 

Of P s, or B—d—'s, new-invented drill ; 
Genius alike her foſtering arms afford, 

From the mean peaſant to th' enquiring Board. 


G | Now 


* The Board of Agriculture. 
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Now congregating on ſome rugged plain, 
Whoſe jutting cliffs o erlook the turgid main; 
The ſwallow tribe, whom Autumn's blaſts egen 10 
To emigration, twitter out “ farewell) 
Wide ſpreads the feather'd cloud on buoyant why 
To ſeek in ſouthern climes the joys of ng” | i 
Till haſt'ning winter's buſy ſcene is o'er. B. 
And time recalls them to Britannia's ſhore. 


still ram, ſucceeding rain, the plough impedes, 
And force the cattle from the lowland meads ; 
The ſcene is melancholy, dark, and drear, 
And * low drags the year: H 


The bee, that during Sol's meridian heat 
From every petal culF'd its varying fweet, 
And gainſt approaching winter ftocks his hive, 120 
Whilſt yet autumnal lurking flow'rs ſurvive. [Es 
Is now, by avaricious man, defpoit'd 
Of that melliftuous ſtore or ne * oil. 


At laſt juſt — on October's a 
The ſun o'erlooks the e hedge, 
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Strugeling for day he darts his blunted ſtreaks, 
And through the folding miſt refulgent breaks; 
The cluſtring nut, alas! is ſeen no more, 

And the rich orchard yields its mellow ſtore. 

In milder ſkies the -luſcious vintage glows, 

And the — bowl with new-preſt neQtar flows, 


Whilſt yet the morn's obſcurd by 3 fogs, 
Freſh from the kennel ruſh the dappled dogs; 
Eager and light they muff the op ning chaſe, 
As oer the fine-ſpun goſſamer they trace 
The timid hare, rous'd by the deep-mouth' d hounds, 
Steals from her form and o'er the ſtubbles bounds; * 
The ſcented trail betrays her devious route, 
Loud ſmacks the whip, the joyous ſportſmen ſhout; 
O'er the deep yawning ditch they heedleſs leap, 
Or ruſh precipitately down the ſteep; 
Or top the lofty gate on eaſy guard, 
Still on the fault ring victim preſſing hard; 
Whether ſhe ſkirts the wood, or ruſſet plain, 
Alike to ſhun th' unerring ſcent is vain; 
In vain © ſhe doubles to miſlead the hounds,” 


The victims ſeiz d—the echoing bugle ſounds. 
0 2 NOVEM BER 
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No gleam of ſun illumes the ſhortning day, 
But dark November reigns with rigid ſway; 

The folded clouds o er- ſtretch the humid iky, | 
And dull ennu: appears on either eye 5 
Ihe ruſtling leaves, at ev Ty tolling wind, 


O'erſpread the path and wake the ſtudious mind, 


To meditate on- nature's ample ſphere, 
The ſource and progreſs of declining year ; 
With joy the leafing ſcenes of ſpring recall, 
Tracing their various changes to their fall ; 
And, like the genius of the Grecian ſage, 
Compare their courſe to life's progreſſive ſtage— 
As blooming youth, their budding charms appear, 
To grace the beauties of the vernal year; 3 
Next the thick foliage of the woods is ſeen, 
As in life's change, to ſpread a darker green; 
Then, like the grey and honour'd locks of age, 
Rich autumn 8 leaves declining life preſage; - 
Yet quiv ring to their feeble ſtems they cling, 1 
Whilſt bluſtring Boreas makes the coppice ring; 


When 
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When, as grim death, froſt penetrates the ſcreen, 
And ſome rude whirlwind ſweeps them from the ſcene, 


Quick winds the current through the oraſs-worn dell, 


Storm beats on ſtorm, and rills to rivers ſwell ; 
The atmoſphere with humid vapours flow, 

And the pale moon diſplays her lunar bow* ; 
Croſs the horizon vivid lightnings gleam, £m 
And through the middle regions meteors ſtream ; 
Shaking their ſparkling trains athwart the air, 
'Till the whole concave brightens with the glare. 
With awe ſublime we thus the ſcenes recall, 


* Theſe are thy ond rous works ! great God of all 2 


The farmer's boſom with depreſſion fill'd, 
Sees beans unhous'd and fallow wheats untill'd; 
Reviews his bleating flock with fond regard, 
And cattle lowing for the ſhelter'd yard; 


With careful hand deals out his ſtores of hay, 
Till by degrees the ſeaſon ſteals away. 


But 


* A ſingular appearance in the ſky on Tueſday morning, the 12th inſt, 
See the Norfolk Chronicle of Nov. 17, 1799. 
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But now, beſet with more inteſtine fears, 
Gaunt Famine's ſunken eye at diſtance leers, 
Eager he graſps the ſcanty ſtores of grain, 
War in his front, and terror in his train ; 
Corn's riſing price all reaſon's bounds defy, 
Still the demand exceeds the ſmall ſupply, 
Till ſtep by ſtep the foul contagion ſpreads, 


And the black demon gathers o'er our heads— 


Ye favourd ſons of competence and eaſe, 

By lenient means avert the fell diſeaſe, 

Slip the ſtrong bolts of Benefactior's oor, 

And-give the lib'ral handful to the poor ; 

And © think, oh! grateful think,” ye farmers too, 

How good the God of harveſt is to you.“ 
Let not the taſkman with dependence toil, 

Nor taſte the luſcious produce of the ſoil, 

But from your ſtore relieve his preſſing need, 

As reaſon dictates, and as feelings plead ; | . 

Yet ſhould ſelf-intereſt check the public weal, 

And the ſlow ſtream of charity congeal, 


Law blunts the ſhaft that poverty diredts, 
And from deſpair the lab'ring man protects; 


But 
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But heav'n be prais'd; throughout this gen'rous land, 
Benevolence unfolds her lib ral hand; 
Defies the gnomes of ſcarcity and war, 


And inclination n the law. 


At laſt the ſun peeps through the murky air, 
And the brown landſcapes indiſtinct appear; 
But doubling fogs yet cap the ſoaring hill, 
And lurking hover o'er the pebbly rill; 
Till the meridian of a cheerful day, 
Portends a froſt, and drives the miſts away; 
With hoar-froft fring d, at morn the latent leaves 
Inceſſant fall and tim'rous puſs deceives; 
Rous'd by their noiſe the cover'd wood ſhe yields, 
And ſeeks for refuge in the ſtubbled fields; 
Where the ſtill courſers with their ſpaniels trace, 
And watch with anxious eye the ſhort-liv'd chaſe; 
Soho! reſounds—puſs ſtartles from her bed 
They ſhout—groves echo and ſhe's loſt or dead. 


DECEMBER. 
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DECEMBER. 


Brnory my Friend, revolving in its ſphere, 
With rapid ſtrides draws on the cloſing year; 
The halcyon days of revelry and ſong, 

That charm'd the ear, and captivate the throng, 
On time's {wift pinions borne, like viſions fly, 
And the dull hours of indolence ſteal by ; 

No more the ſoaring lark, at early dawn, 
Floats in the air and carrols to the morn ; 

No more the ſongſters perch the naked ſpray, 
And ſport their plumage to the radiant day; 
All mute as death, not one deſponding note, 
Save where domeſtic robin ſtrains his throat. 


And now. the ruſtling winds precede the ſtorm, 
And the bleak ſeaſon takes its wint'ry form, 
The hoary froſts deep fringe the leafleſs hedge, 
And brittle lances ſkirt the water's edge, 


Till more congeal'd the ſilver ſhow'r deſcends, 
And the broad ice acroſs the lake extends, 


Firm as a rock the poliſh'd ſurface ſhines, 
And buſy Commerce in its chains confines ; 


The 
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The bluſhing ſtripling juſt return'd from ſchool, 
Impetuous ſtrikes acroſs the frozen pool; 
Impel'd by exerciſe, health's ruddy glow 
Beams on his cheek, and mantles on his brow; 
The ſetting ſun, whole broad gilt rays ſerene 
Tinge the vaſt hills that bound the ſnow-girt ſcene, 
Illumes the picture of departing day, 

Though Winter reigns with melancholy ſway ; 
But ſoon the picture fades, and cloſing eve 
Her thouſand lucid ornaments receive; 

Their twinkling faces oft in chaos loſt, 
Forebode an evening wrapt in hazy frolt. 


No ſooner has the goddeſs of the morn 
The frozen curtains of old night withdrawn ; 
Or ling'ring Phoebus ſcal'd the mountain's brow, 
Whole ſoaring heights are tipt with ſpotleſs ſnow; 
Than from the village flies the arduous ſwain, 
To ſeek the frozen inundated plain; 
Uncheck'd by mounds, or unannoy'd by ſnow, 
And where no death-fraught chaſms lurk below; 
There, on his burniſh'd ſkaites the mind enjoys 
The rigid ſeaſon—as with grateful poiſe 

H A thouſand 
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A thouſand devious ways his fancies find, 
Swift as the ſound that hurtles in the wind; 
Now on the outer edge like lightning wheels, 
Or checks the progreſs on his grating heels. 


But now the ſeaſon, like decrepid age, 
Bears ſtrongly forward to that awful ftage, 
When parting life is quiv'ring o'er its head, 
And death ſtands ready to divide the thread 
That binds us mortals to this nether clime, 
And marks betwixt Eternity and Time; 

Yet ere the laſt reluctant moments fly, 

And Ninety-nne is vaniſh'd from our eye, 
CURISTMAS! that rural feſtival of mirth, 
(On which we celebrate our Saviour's birth) 


Cheers the deſponding mind, and ends the year, 


Though all the ſcene is deſolate and drear ; 
From the white cottage to the ſtucco'd hall, 
The dark green holly variegates each wall, 
Their prickly leaves the chimney's front adorn”: 
With crimſon berries ſpik'd on ev'ry thorn ; 
And from the truant ſchool-boy to the ſage, 
One boundleſs holiday all ranks engage; 


All 
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All feel a relaxation from their care, 
And in the univerſal banquet ſhare. 

The farmer's hearth with blazing fuel glows, 
And “* yulgar plenty” at his table flows; 
Where every workman finds a ready place, 

The traits of humour beaming in his face; 

Devoid of care each tells his Chriſtmas tale, 

And drains the goblet of Ottober ale. 

As the dull evenings of the year advance, 

Some find enjoyment in the mazy dance— 

Whilſt ſome at cards, or Chriſtmas-puzzles gueſs, 
And ſome diſpute a ſober game of cheſs; 

Till round the fire the night's amuſement Oer, 
And keen wind whiſtling at the outer door; 
The goſſips' tale with admiration told, 

Of ghoſts, ſylphs, fairies, and knight-errants bold; 
Still preſſing cloſe, and cloſer to the fire, 

As the weak embers on the hearth expire; 

Each ſees, and fancies what ſhe ſees is true, 

The clock ſtrikes twelve—the taper's burning blue; 
Fearing to fit, yet dreading more to fly, 

Leſt Something horrible ſhould catch the eye; 
When ſome rude whirlwind ſudden burſts the door, 


Pops out the candle, and the tale is o'er; 


At 
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At once breaks forth an univerſal ſcream, 
And in a phantom ends the fairy dream. 7 21 
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Though Flora's clara are nipt by winter's breathy/ 
And vegetation wears the maſk of death, * 
Yet ſpring with all her graces ſhall return, 


And ſummer ſuns with wonted radiance burn. 
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Thus months and Saab run in caſy 5 
And time, my friend, is multiplied on time: 
Till youth's gay circle ſettles in repoſe, 

As now a Seaſon! and a Cent ry cloſe; © 
Till age, ſucceeding age, to worlds give place, 
And worlds, at laſt, are loſt in endleſs ſpace. 
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